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branch she held, gathered to itself that sort of romance which of
all things had always stirred him most. Both sun and shadow lay
across her brown hair, parted in the middle and drawn back to
a rough, simple knot, and upon her plain dress, and upon her
sturdy peasant-girl ankles.
"Very good, you beautiful creature!" he murmured. "You
might give me a cigarette out of my greatcoat before you go. I'm
too comfortable to move."
She jumped down with alacrity, gave him cigarettes and
matches, and then stepping lightly for a second on the side of the
boat sprang to the bank. "You won't go to sleep and let it drift
out, will you? It's fast in the mud; but you don't think I ought to
tie it to the tree?"
"You run off and explore, my pretty one!" he said. *T11 deal
with the boat." When she was gone he thought to himself, "It's
the way she parts her hair and pulls it back and twists it, that
I like so well. Who would have guessed that I'd find her like this
the first minute I got to my native land?" He frowned a little and
then closed his eyes. Though it was warm enough to be May
rather than March, it was too early for that confusing murmur of
insects which is the usual background for a hot afternoon. When
the rustling of her steps died away an incredible silence de-
scended on the place. The newborn reeds were too young to play
with the flowing river. The noon had become afternoon. The larks
were silent. The fish had ceased to rise. There were no swallows
yet and the few spring flies that hovered over that weedy ditch
were safe from attack whether from the firmament above or the
firmament below. The only sound that reached his ears was the
sound of a faint trickle of water which came from some infinites-
imal ledge in the bank above his head and fell down drop by
drop into the ditch. Not a breath of wind stirred. Not a leaf-bud
quivered. Not a grass-blade swayed. There was only that elfin
waterfall and, except for that, the very earth herself seemed to
have fallen asleep. "This is Norfolk," he said to himself, and in
that intense, indrawn silence some old atavistic affiliation with
fen-ditches and fen-water and fen-peat tugged at his soul and
pulled it earthward. And there came to his nostrils, as he lay with
his eyes shut, a far-flung, acrid, aromatic smelL It was not the